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former days; in the far-distant past to have undertaken a trip
halfway across the continent on eighty cents,, or even less than
that, would have been nothing to worn- about. Bullock said the
Rough Riders would be leaving San Antonio in a couple of weeks;
with experience one could reach there from New York in half that
time. But with my maturity had come certain aversions, out-
standing among them being filthy box-cars, dirty tramps and bull-
necked railroad police. The thought of renewing their acquaint-
ance even for a wreek was hateful.
Starting from Jersey City next morning in a drenching rain,
which wet me to the skin before I could catch a west-bound freight
train3 my clothing had not thoroughly dried when I reached
Kansas City seven days later, four days behind my schedule. It was
clear that my reformation had cost me something in proficiency;
never before had so much adversity clung to me so tenaciously and
so long. Often within a few minutes and usually in less than an
hour I had been put off every train I had boarded in daylight,
and on several occasions in a pouring rain. I had been arrested
six times, for nothing more heinous than stealing rides, and
would have pondered my patriotic zeal in various county bastilles
for days on end were it not for that note of recommendation to
Colonel Wood. The police to a man were sceptical of its authen-
ticity, but none of them were quite willing to take a chance;
therefore they grudgingly allowed me to proceed.
Two nights and a day in Kansas City, drying my clothes aad
stuffing myself in restaurants while earning several dollars washing
dishes, comforting myself with a conviction that bad luck always
changes. Five days remained in which to reach my destination,
and I was sure I could make it in three,
My luck did indeed change, but it was for the worse. In Topeka
I was again anrested, and in spite of Bullock's note spent the night
in jaiL Next day I rode the rods under a baggage car into Wichita.
That night I hopped a fast freight south-bound. I was doing well;
San Antonio was a small matter of two days distant.
When about twenty miles out of Wichita a jolting, grinding
crash hurled me across the car; then, as it reared upwards ai*d
rolled over, I tumbled back and lodged against the wall. For
several minutes I was too stunned to realize what had happened,
too fearful of what might follow to care and too painfully braised
to move. Experimentally I turned my head, tested my hands,